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THE HUMAN HEART.

How strange the song it sings,
As busy unscen fingers sweep
Across its trembling strings.

What pleasant music Memory makes
In cadence soft and low,

As o'er the mnf strings she plays
The songs of long ago.

Andwhen love'sfingers touch thechords,
. How sweet the song it sings;
Oh! to the faiut nnd weary heart

What melody she brings.

But ah, #hen gricf’s éold fingers sweep
8o sadly, roflly o'er,

It seems that happiress ean dwell
Within that hexrt no more.

Then hope comes hovering o'er,
And pointing to the sky,

She whispers thro' the trembling strings,
Youll meet again on high.

But if those trembling chords are broke,
Ilow sad the knell it tolls;

Its funeral notes go surging through.
The chambers of the soul.

And through the silent hours of night.
Grim phantoms come and go.

who shared her mother’s opinions, and
had a remarkable degree of confidence
in her tact and ingenuity, undertook to
correct what she termed the fal e im-
pression of her brother, and lead him a
willing sacrifice to the shrine of Lady
Louisa. The latter was accordingly in-
vited to Morvington Hall, and was hour-
Iy expected at the time when Lord Clar-
enen was watching with interest the
boat of his friends upon the lake. The
Lady Julia bad told him that Rosalie
May was enchanted by the magical ge
nius of Earnest Travers, and that there
would in all probability, be a marringe
in consequence.

ga young hopes he had formed,
the beantiful castles he had built in his
imagination—the home of love which
he had pictured, and of which Rosalie
May was the presiding spirit-—were bro-
ken and dispelled by the one word.—
He had decmed that he alone possessed
the priceless treasure, the heart of Rosa-
lic, and that heart hc was new assured
was another's.
And ere the ladies had joined their
friends in the boat, for their customary
evening diversion, Lody Julia hed taken
an epportunity of intimating to Rosalie
the probability of the marriage with La-
dy Vallanville tuking place.  And what
was this to Rosalie? A weck had not
elapsed since, moved by the importuni-
ties of Lord Clarence, she had coufessed
to him the seerct of her heart—and in
the face of Heaven, and in the presence
of its good angels, that wonder ever

Rosalie started, and, to her dismay,
beheld before her the Lady Louisa Val-
lanville.
“Rosalie,” repeated the lady, taking
one of her white hands within her own,
and sitting down by her side, *what is
the cause of this emotion? Give me
your confidence. Years ago we were
playmates, and though time has trans-
formed wus into woman, our experienoce
of the world has not. I hope, rendercd
us incapable of doing justice to truc
merit. (Come, lay your pretty head
upon my shoulder, and open that little
tronbled heart to me.”

With such words of tenderness did
the Lady Louisa endeavor to obtain the
confidence of Rosalie, and she succeed-
ed. They were alone together; the
jeweled arm of Lady Louisa was thrown
arcund the curate's daughter, and her
fingers played with the curls of her
golden hair, whilst the latter whispered
in tales, just above silence, the seeret
that ewused her grick.—Lady Louisa was
astonished by what she heard.

“My dear girl!” she exclaimed, 1
should as soon think of marrying the
Emperor of Chinaas Lord Clarence An-
nersly! There are two great objections,
1 assure you; th: first is, I don’t like
him, the second is still more formidable,
he don't like me. To give you the
strongest assurance that I have not the
least iden of entering into rivalry with
you, I will in turn, mnke your heart a
depository of my secret; for I have one,
I assure you almost as great as yours.

A Wesiern City.

I resolved to visit Paradise City and
view my property. Engaged a teamat
ten and a guide at five dollars per diem
and started bright and early next morn-
ing. The sleighing was excelent. The
wind blew rather more than was neces-
sary for comfort, but the guide assured
me that it was an unusually mild
breeze.

We drove forty miles, and put up at
a wretched hotel (the third ose met
within our day’s journey). While we
were eating our supper, of fried pork
and molasses (no bread), & it girl
eame up to me and said.  “Ain't that
nice pork? Pap found a dead hog out
on the perara tother day and mammy
keeps it up stairs for travelers!"

I rushed out doors, and as I Jeaned
against the corner of the shanty, re-
solved never totauch, taste or handle
pork.

About noon of the third day the
guide suddenly checked the horses, and
turning to me, enquired:  “What town-
ship and scction is your eighty in?”

I gave Lim the numbers.

“This is it. We're on it now!”

For miles the prarie swept away to
the horizon. Nothing to break the
monotomy of the dreary waste but two
trees and a log hat.

‘Nonsense! You are humbugging me!’

‘Not a bit of itsir. Thatis Paradise
City over there!”

“Where?

*That log hut! To be sure it looks a |

Killing Time.

BY REV. B. F. TAYLOR.

Time is the meckest and wildest, and
yet the most slandered and abused of
all ereated things.
They charge him with forgetfulness,
while he is always reminding them of
tho past in his twilights, and his sweet
Springs and Automns. They make him
out a Vandal, thongh he wakens the
young tree that lay aslecp at the roots,
of the old, and gives the worlda young
moon in an old moon’s arms. They
say he is a foe to the pencil and the
graver, though with artist hand he as-
ures the hills we have come over, and
guilds the yesterday we have expanded
until these look like curtains let down
from heaven ina roll, : nd these like
the days we dream of in Paradise.

They declared him *“grim,"” though
he opened a blue eye in a Violet, “that
wentinto society” only a morning ago,
and smiles in a pair of them, in a wil-
low craile over the way. He ripens
the clusters of the old vintage; he en-
dears us to old books; he blesses us with
old friends.

They are not content with the libels,
and g0 they paint him as a bald seythe-
bearing old harvester.

That inlaying the checks of youth
with the leaves of red roses, astime does
—that building a temple with 2 hand-
ful of acorns, it you will only have pa-
ticnce to wait for him—that softening

A Good Story.

Between eighty and ninety years ago,
there lived in Connecticut river yalley,
two farmers, one of whom was named
Hunt, and the other Clark. The for-
mer in early life, had been a man of
strong will and somewhat hasty and vi-
olent temper. Sometimes he had been
seen beating his oxen over their heads
with the handle of his whip, in a way
to excite the pity of the bystanders, and
when expcestulaied with, he excused him-
self by saying that he had the most
fructious team in town. By and by an
alteration toock place in the temper of
Farmer Hunt. He becames mild, for-
bearing, and what was most remarkable,
his oxen seemed to improve in disposi-
tion at equal peace with himself.

Farmer Hunt joined the church and
was an exemplary man. His neighbors
saw the change both in himself and his
team. It was a marvel to the whole
town. Unc of his townsmen asked him
for anexplanation. TFarmer Hunt said,
“I have found out a secret about my
eattle. Formerly they were unmanage-
able. The more I whipped and club-
bed them the worse they acted. But
now when they are contrary, I go be-
hind my load, sit down and sing *‘Old
Hundred," and strange as it may appear,
no sooner have T ended than thé oxen
zo alovg os quictly as I could wish, 1
don’t know how it is, but they do really
seem to like singing.

In the course of a few years the two
farmers were chosen deacons of the

Going Snacks.

Not long ago, in a neighboring  city,
as a butcher etood at his stall, i
ment, he saw a man stoop down, sp
pick something up. .

“W hat have you got there?” asked
the butcher,

The fellow said—

“It looks like money."” ;

On examination it proved to be a ten
dollar bill.

“I suppose,” said the butcher, it is
one I dropped when making change, =
little while ago.” !

To which the finder replied—

“I think I ought to bave onq-ll.plﬁ
for, had it not been for me, you woul

not have scen it again.” iy

The buteher knowing it not to be kis
bill, thoaght he couldn’t do less than te
comply with the fellow's uest; he
therefore took a five doHar bill owsyof
his pocket-book, and gave it to him; ta-
ing the ten himself.

Soon alterwards, the butcher was pur-
chasing some goods in a'store, and offer-
ed the bill in payment to the store-keep:
er, who pronounced it counterfeit.—
The butcher was surprised, and mot
over-well pleased; but, on considerin
thought the best thing he counld do
would be to stow the ten dollar "note
away in a safe place, and say nothing
ubout the way in which he had over-
reached himself.

“Thou art the Man.”

A letter was received in New Orleans
directed to the “biggest fool in New Or-

. And chant with low and solcnn notes [among the flowers, their mutual vows |I have accepted an offer from  Lord | little different on the map; but then,!ofthe pulse hf age dowan to the dying charch, and they both adorned their (). ne”
1B Their messages of woe. were plighted—a little week had not |Cranbrook; and, as the newspapers say, [ you must have heard of paper cities!” point, as he can—that ripening into profession. About _”W. time of thﬂlr The postmaster being absent one of
i { H elapsed since she had raised Lord Clar- | the happy event will be solemuized in *And this isthe land well watered [dizmmonds of to day, the rude and smut. |€lection, a grievous famine prevailed in |y, young clerks not h:ving any idea
yy But ohl when faith’s soft fingers glide ence from lier feet, and bade Lim live |thecourse of the month.” Lady Julia’s [and timbered, and worth at least ten |ty coal of yesterday—these are no work the valley, and the farmers generally | op "o ‘“*biggest fool in New Orieans”
g 3 Across its many strings, for her alone——and heard the music of |perfidity was soon made maunifest; and | dollars per acre, which rthat infernal [for a poor, palsisted, old ‘husbandman. |Were employed in laying up their corn was, took upon himself the liberty of
: ?‘1 It teaches it the beautious song— his gentle voice broathe the sacred prom- | Rosalie grieved almost as much thereby, | scoundrel assured me he  had selected | Who has not heard iu his time, a pair | t0 plant the ensuing season. A poor opening the letter.
M The soug an angel sings. puasl living in |

Aund peace, whose form is cver near,
Catches the joyful strain.
And.with her sweet melodious voice,

ise to be nnto her a fuithful guide and
sacred protector; though all the world
should be inconsistent; and in sunshine
and in storm, in mirth and sadness, in
favor or dizgrace, to be the only true

as by the supposed faithlessness of her
lover, and proposcd to leave Morving-
ton Ilall that nizht; but Lady Louisa
would not listen to such a propositicn.
“I have always, my dear Rosalie,™

from personal inspection!™

It is well timbered for this country!
Those two scrub oaks are the only trees
within twenty miles of here. As to the
witter it is coveredwith that at leaet six

of lips that *cherry ripe themselves did
cry, talk inthe eoolest mannerimagin-
able, of killing time?  Jast as if he had
not been their owner's **next best friend’
ever since she was born—clothing her

e town, went to Deacon
ITunt, and said: I have come to buy a
bushel of ecrn.  Here is the money; it
is about all L ean gather.” The deacon
told him ke could not spare n bushel

On the return of the ‘postmaster, he
was immediately informed of the re-
ceipt of the strangely directed letter. .

“Directed to the ‘biggest fool in New
Orleans,’ eh? And what has become of

Echoes it o'er again. {star of her existence. And now she [she said, “found the best way of con months in the year. As to ten dollars | with beauty as with a garmeut, and for }Iovclor money. Ile was keeping it? inquired the postmaster.
- — - s | beard he was on the point of marriage |quering our enemies is by conlfronting | per aere, yoa will be lucky—unless you | strewing her path with blessings. Just [dou sle the usual quantity for seed-corn

Beieet Fisrellamy.

'_The B;ea:l:t’a Misleaders; _
. OR,

to another. His sister told her so.
What was left for Rosalic? She
kuew how much the Lirth and furtung
of Lord Clarence Annersley rai-cd him
ahove her own condition.  She Liad her-

self urged the difference when he sought

{mals are subdued by looking them bold-

them. They tell me that the wild ani-
Iy in the fice; and with all her faults, I
do not believe that Lady Julin is in a
wild state, or past repentance.  So come
with me to the drawing room. and let

find some arcen horn—to get that a-
mount for the whole eighty.’
“T'urn the horses around, driver?’
‘Now my friend,” continued the guide
‘I don’t think thiz western couniry a-
grees with you. This land speculation

as if the hour had not come with thou-
sands as fair as she, when they would
have surrendered the roses of York and
Laneaster, only for a littlz while with
Time—when they would have placed in
earnest tones for the rudest of his moods,

the next year, and had to stint his own
fimily. The man urzed his suit in vain.
At last he said: “deacon, if you do
not let me have the corn, I shall curse
-"Uu_l,

“Curse me!” replied the deacon, “how

“Why,” replied the clerk, “I did not ,
know who the biggest foul in New Or-
leans was, so I opened it myself.” :

“And what did you find in it?"" in-
quired the postmaster,” i
“Why,"” replied the clerk, “nothing

but the words—* Thou art the ma_.“

Doaix’ THE HarTER.—The St. Louis
papers are telling a good story of an in-

her love; but he had east distinetion
down, and said he valued title and for-
tune only bLeeanse they enabled him to

FTHESTORY OF ROSALIE JIAY.
.| mOh! she had yet the task to lenrn,

T Huw offen woman's wart must turn
To feed upom its own excess

dare you do 80?"
“Because,” said the man, “the Bible
says so."”

all that has passed here be a secret to
our own dear selves.
Submitting to the entreaties . f Lady

is a cut throat game; but few win, and |if he would only lineer.

they will get theic fngers hurnada be- .__Kf'.uingm_.h hen he has fillad
fure they are throuzh with it. I'reckon. |the heart, and crowned the brow with

L
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OF deep set passionate tenderness; |
How mch of griof the leart mast prove,
Tkat yields a savctuary of love.

A boat was idly floating upon the
lake, and the Tight sounds of music
cmanuting therefromyeane throngh the
open easement at which Lord Clarence

| reward her virtues.

“And you, wy dear Rosalie,” said
Lady Julia, “will be gratificd by this
mateh as well as ourselves; becaunse
people are actually saying thut Clurance
is furinated by you; and it micht have
become mnecessary to take steps to get

Louisa, Resalie returned with her to
the drawinz room, but more bitter dis-
appointwent, and still more poignaunt
anguish awaited her. Lord Clarence
was cold and formal in his mauncr, and
when Lady Louisa had enzaged him in
conversation with Rosalie, he suddenly

And, mark this—never buy an inch of
western land, nor investin town lots in
western cities until yon have actually
seen the property. No matter how re-
spectable or honorable the proposed
vendor may be, do not take his word; for

Ifyou have money byadvise keep it.— [jewelry— great, noble diamonds of days

and glorious circles set around with
hours, He lavizhes upon us from child-
Liood to matarity, all his treasures of
beauty, and strensth, and opportunity,
and lest we should love him too 1ruch,
and cling to him to  closely, he gently

~+Nonsense!” exclaimed the deacon,
“there is no such thing in the Bible.”
“Yes there is,” replied the poor man.
“Well,” said the deacon, “if yon can
find that text, I'll give you a bushel of
corn.”
They went to the house, when the

dividunl who purchased a hat in a store
of a tradesman named Dodgion. The
article was got in the absence of the
proprietor, and the purehaser left the
store, entirely forgetting (by mistake of
course) to pay for the aforesaid “tile,”
The tradesman, upon hearing the facts,

Annersley had been for a long time sit- rid of the scandal; but now,” she add- | paused, and begging her pardon for de- | [ tell you that out West, there is mno|takes away from us, almost without our | poor min went to the old family Bible, | started for the levee in hot pursuit of
;iug gazing upon the boat, as if all his |ed with a swile, “all fear on thut peint | taining ler fiom dir, Travers, lasiily honor amuvnz ikieves. And, azain; | koowing it, gift after gift, that we may | turned to Proverbs, 11, 36, and read: “he/| tl,e delinquent. Upon overhauling him
* = s | o & - L=

thoughts were absorbed by that distant
object.  The light sounds wgre borne
upon the breeze, along with the odors
of the honeysuckle and clamatis, over
which it bad passed; and the dowager
Countess of Morvington, as she laid down
her pen to enjoy the fragrance, obsery-
ed to her son:

“Boating again, Clarence! Night al
ter night those friends of yours are out
upon the lake, waking the cchoes with
those ancient tunes, their constancy to
which is remarkable in gentlemen so

is over,"”

The words fell like pointed steel upon
thie heart of Rozalic.

Her wowan's pride was assailed.—
Her love was pure, entire, and high;
but as she knew what the digoity of her
hounor demanded, she resolved to be
true to herself, at any sacrifice, and to
allow no eyve to see the barbed arrow
that was lh;ttlrillg in her Lieart.

Rosalie accompanicd Lady Julia to
the boat with her wonted cheeriulness;
her eye lost nowve of its brightuess; it

[l
s

withdrew from the room.

“{Tan this be love!” she exclaimed, as
she threw herself again upon the couch,
in her still, small roum, in despair.

The friend whom she had found in
her sorrow did not desert her; aund
thouzh the Lady Louisa did oot ap-
proach the curate’s daughter azain that
night, she was not unprofitubly em-
ployed, for, having eauzht the name
of Travers, when it fell from the lips
ol Clarence, she concluded that Lady
Julia had been ma - ingz mischief in an-

whenever a Western green horn  visits
New York, heis sure to be fleeced by
your sharpers. Consequently, Bastern
green horns should not complain if' we
veturn the compliment.’

I lovked the guide full in the eyes,
and am confident the villain was chuck-
ling my discomfozrture,

I arrived at New York with two dol-
lars in my pocket; am once mere toil-
ing at the desk, bhappy and contented,
at peace with the whole world—always
excepting my friend, the banker.

not be encumbered with the “Impedi-
ments,” as Cresor ealled it—the baggage
of lifg, on the jourueys we must, by
and by, betaking., Ile thins our tres-
ses and turns them gray and silver and
while, and we come to think it is about
as well as the dark locks we wore once.
He takes away the springing steps ol
youth, the sweet repose of home. We
begin to think as much of the twilights
as we did of the moons. Then he loos-
ens the silver cords, und the broken
pitcher returns no wore to the fountain

that withholdeth ¢orn, the people shall
curse him; but blessings shall be upon
the hend that sclleth it.”

The deacon was fairly caught. “Come
along,” said he, “and I will be as good
as my word.” Ile took him to the corn
liouse, measured out a full bushel of|
corn, and helped the man to put it on
Liz shoulder, and just before his depart-
ure being somewhat of a wag, he said
with a twinkle of the eye, I say, neigh-
bor, after you have carried this corn
home, go to deacon Clark, and curse

the following scene oceurred:

“:See here, sir, [ wish to speak with
ou."

“Move on.”

“I am Dodgion, the hatter."”

“That's my fix."”

“I tell you, I am Dodgion, the hat-
ter."” -
“Soam I: T am dodgin' the hatter too
—and very likely we are both of us ded-
gin' the rame ehap.”
The seene ended with a “striking tab-
lean,” in which Mr. Diddler found him-

. i - g . 4 i . ' . s .
fickle. scemed, indeed, wore bright than vsual|other quarter, and dircetly taxing her By the way. I have a choice eizhty |and the wheel is out of repair at the him out of a bushel.’ sclf sonsiderably “mixed up' with
“Itis complimentary to my sister,”” [that night; and bLer songs with all ber | with it, elicited the truth.  Travers be- | for gale —well watered and timbered— | cistern, and we are ready to go. St *Dodgion the hatter.” -

hastily replied Lord Clurence, “who has wounted feeling. ing an old friend of her family, she had | situated within two miles of Paradise But time, ngainst whom we have e\t a negro eclebration lately an

repeatedly expressed her admiration of
those melodies.”
“Rather say, my dear Clarence, to

ing intently upon the distant boat float-
ing like a dark speck upon a waving
tissuc of silver.

There were fonr persons in the boat,
two of them collepe friends of Lord
Clarence’s who bhad aceepted the invi-
tation to Epend a week or two with him
in Camberland; the others were lady

AR Hitle they thitnk, whodelizht iu herstrains,
Fhat the heart of the m'nairel is breaking,™

The well-remenibered tones as they

for to reccive her, the servants found
1im at the cascment still lookingz out

miasie was hushed, and the boat now
rapidly approaching the shore. 1In the
drawing room that evening, distaut and
constrained wus the manuver of both
Lord Clarence and Rosalie May; the
former believed that she to whom he

no hesitution ip requesting his assis-
tance in clearing up the mystery that
sepoerated two excellent hearts.

City, lown. I’rice, one thousand dol-
lars; terms cash,

pen. A “feiler” coming home from

mirth; and in the countenanece of Lady
= . e ||
Julia there was reflected something like|

upon the moonlit waters, thongh the amiability of heart. Lady l.ouisa was | lers.

the satisfaction of doing =ood.
dies were about to retive, when Loril
Clarenee detained them.

“I have a favor to bez of you,’

]

he

Chagres. The room contained fifty
beds half full of drunken and sick “fel-
During a temporary absence of

the livelicst of the party; she enjoyed | the owner, the snake got loose, and the [ tors begin their preseription with but
The la-| owner coming inaod findinyg the eritter | the simple ejaculation -ah!,' and as she

gone, yelled out, “Everlasting misery!
who's scen my watchman?”  DMauny
heads popped up from the flea-infested,

plotted, lives on, and the golden hands
upon the dial of heaven must still ere|
his great missions of beauty and wmerey

stuck all overa front of the store, adver-
tising damaged goovd for sale— Tt W |
not a big I, like those with which doe- |

lizened to
“Thig,” continned
she, running on like a wheelbarrow, “is|

said it people going along
what she had to say.

Irishman stood listening to the colored
speaker expatiating upon government
and freed>m, and as the orator eame to

Somebody said, ‘he isn’t a negro—he
is only a half negro.’

‘Only a half pagar is it! “Well, if a
half nagar ean talk in that style, I'm
thinking a whole nagar might bate the
prophet Jeremiah?’

A Goop Wirness,—Did the defen-

2= Smith met.Jones in the street yes-
terday. Said Jones;
“Where can I go to get a sulphur

= B vour sister's friend,” exclaimed the fell, ‘"““"‘f‘-‘d by distance, upon the ear|  The next day the party were assem-j  DEB. A 1 | will be ended. a “period,’ from one of the highest, most| bath? )

by 4 Countess, as she rzse from her fuateil | °f Lord Clarence, scrved to feed !us bled at dinner, and a happy spell seem- | Calitornia, had a mounster rattlesnake in e . - | poctical fights, the Irishman said: “I !.hml: you had 'bett?r go to the
1 it and left the room; while Lord Clarcence melancholy, aud when the Lady Louisu | od to have fallen upon all.  The dowa- a wicker cage, which he deposited with|  gen_An!" said Mrs. Partingtou, as ‘Bedad, he speaks well for a nagar,|devill”  Was the emphatic mi‘!- ,“"0
! i remained at the open window, =till gaz Vallanville arvived, and be was sought |or Countess even participated in the| bis other plunder under his bed at)she stood looking at the play cards|doa’t e now? don’t know whether Jones took Smith's

advice, but we are certain that he
couldn’t go to a better place for a sul-

phur bath.

pen. A fellow doscribing his wife, to
whom he had been recently married, to
an absent friend, said, “She has a small
month, a plump, pretty face, lively eyes,

5 2 . AR T : s 4, fae S ) = x and a temper—Whew! it's as explosive
. : Julia Annersley and Rosalie May—the 2 § 1 exclaimed, .."."d although it is not a dl-ﬁ.".'- bm.!ﬁ.- _lulu: :11‘1_];-;::: th:r.} .::L.i(.ll llll:l. W lm.‘ = 1.11_u:1||t by. Mr. J:l(‘!-lli‘lulrllﬁi v:\hc_x:;:- tlant knock the _;plmultﬁ' down with ajf o gun eutltwou!" P
i ¢ latter the curate’s daughter, who hat]'h':‘d given _lus l‘lt‘u.ri: was ‘cu;__:u:_'c\i in alegstomary thing, yet we may waive | missing m‘nu ¢. “What was he, o lie says; s&\:cct arg the uses of 'l.l.l\l..‘rll:»- umlfcc propenac ) .
i been the eompanion from childhood of firtation with his friend Travers; while etequitte when our affections are cou- feller, youw're iniuiring for? S4y8 4| ments but '__:f“'l shu:': butted azainst the .\.n, sir, he knocked him down with a pen I sce in the papers,” said Mrs.
: : Lady Julia, aod by her gentleness and Rosalie, conscious of the sacrifice ‘h‘_“ cerned. [ would request all who love| bald-headed By “Why, my watch- word ‘damage.” making two cylables of| flat ron. ) Partington, looking over her specs at
1 ’ affection hud won her friendship in ma- appeared to hg demanded of her, en-| g0 to drink the health of the future|mau; all my dust is u:‘n_d-:r. my I.n:t,li it, with a profanc construction on the You misunderstand me, my friend, I|jpq tqhe Judge says the Fugitive Slave
B torer age. She was 1 fawiliar visitor deur}orcd to seccnt pleased with the at- Lady U]ﬂ‘c:mr:c A Ilm‘_'rsi_yl" here, _::md. [. left :: g.um'd with it, but he's first, that m.-;:l:: her hold up ‘llc'r hands want to kn_rn\_' whether he attacked him| Biil is a statute. I know'd the Greek
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had cxpressed much admiration of his
fair cousin Louisa, who had been cdu-
cated with the Annersleys at Morving-
ton Hall, and had been a playmatewith
them and Rosalie. The Countess en-
deavored to inerease the favorable sen-
timent with which Lady Louisa Vallan-
ville was regarded by her son, but the

more forcibly she urged the merits of

Louisa, the more foreibly were the con-
trasts presented in the mind of Lord
Clarence, where the“image of Rosalie
ksl become established. Lady Jaulis,

—whose eye had never been off the
self-devoted girl while she remained in
the drawing-room, and who had follow-
ed her to her own bouduir to behold her
tears and despair. Still the silence was
broken only by the sobs of Rosalie; but
as the violence of her grief subsided,
the intruder stepped noiselessly from
the depth of a shadow that afforded se-
curity from observation, and standing
by the side of the heart-bro en girl,
whispered softly.

i “HRosalie?”

nizht closed on the happivess of the
fumily civele, The sorrows of Rosalie
were ended. A new life was opened to
her, and the day of marriage witnessed
al=o the nuptials of her true [riend, La-
dy Louisa Vallanville, who, in giving
her hand to Lord Cranebrook, obtained
what we are sure all will say she desery-
ed—a worthy husband.

855~ You seem to walk more erect
than usual, my friend.” “Yes I have

trifle—a feather—a toy—a bubble—a
transitory pleasure—an eternal pain—
an ciibodiment of absurdities—and a
collection of contractions,

g1 benzht then boots to wear cn-
ly when I goes into genteel society,”
said one of the codfish to a wag the oth-
er day. “Oh, you did, eh?"” quoth wag;
“well, then, and in that ease, them boots
will be likely tolast yon a lifctime, and
be worth somethinz to your heirs!”

been straightened by circumstancas.”

Exit codfish rather huffy.

pick up contains an account of the fuil-
ure of the enstern mails.”

g A Yinkee has taken ouin patent
for a new bee hive, which is so admira-
bly constructed, that aller making hon-
ey-comba all summer, the bees fill it
with tueking combs and curry combs in
winter.

nsg,\ Western editor thinks Hi_mm
Powers is a swindler; becanse he chisel-
ed a Greek girl ont of a block of wmar-
| ble.

p5Said one friend to  another
| ‘Brown, I see has shut up shop. His
number is an unlucky one.  Whom did
he succeed?”’ ©I don'tknow,” was the
| reply® “but it scems he did'nt succced
| himselfl!

g5~ A Tennessee editor charges Mis-
sissippians, as a general rule, can stand
dunning better than any people he ever
saw. We suppose they bave lived so
long in a Musgueto country that they

the printer said when he filled out hix
colum.

pes_Liadies of fusnion starve tbelr
happiness to feed their vanity, and
their love to feed their pride.

p<n.There is a chap in this city with
hair so red that when he goes out be-
fore day, he is taken for sunrise, and
the cocks begin tu crow.

pen. A mountain is made up, of atoms

den 't mind being bored by hills.

and friendship of little matiers,

————— 7
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